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A Foreword 


The poems in this small volume are the results of 
two aims: to give appreciation of good verse, and to en- 
courage and develop ability, in our junior high school 
pupils, to write good verse. Of these two aims, that of 
giving appreciation is, of course, the more important, 
but good original verse is the most tangible evidence both 
of appreciation and of creative ability. The printing of 
these poems here is a gesture of acknowledgment to the 
authors of the high quality of their work, and is also a 
means of acquainting anyone interested with this phase 
of our school work. 


All of the following poems were selected from issues 
of the ORANGE Pest, the Sarah Scott Junior High School 
monthly paper. 


GEORGIA A. BREWSTER 
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After The Winter 


=IPRING has come! 

{ I know it from the scents my nostrils feel— 

The scents of buds and flow’rs—caressing 
breezes— 

The feeling vague and undefined that seizes 

Me; and all things seem as dreams, unreal. 


Spring has come! 

I know it from the sounds that greet my ears— 

The sounds of birds and leaves—laughter and 
voice,— i 

The quick’ning of my pulse,-I have no choice 

But to be glad, nor heed the passing years. 


Spring has come! 

I know it as I see each feathered wing, 

Each flower, each tree, each grassy lawn or 
slope. 

And in my heart arises one great hope: 

To feel, to hear, to see, to live each Spring. 


HENRIETTE BERKOWITZ, QA 
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The Unfathomed 


FLL near me is still, 

Yet sounds of the unpacified winds ё. 
] Whine in the west. 

Parched burned leaves fall at my feet, 

Each finding its place 

Among the many others 

That have suffered Nature’s long drought, 

And slow, welcome death. 


A butterfly darting about me, 

Thirsting for juicy, sweet sap, 

Wearily wings away. 

The aerial creature 

Returns once more to drain 

The few remaining, bitter, hot drops, 

For the beautiful sentinels of God’s woods, 
The phlox and black-eyed susans, 

Are crisp. 


Before me, where once a merry brook played, 

Is a ditch— 

A dry, hard, crumbling ditch. 

Here, all of Nature, only a short month ago, 

Had bloomed in new life daily. 

Here, the cardinal, whose song is now 

Saddened and weird, 

Drank and bathed, 

Then assailed the highest branch 4 
To let all share in his beauty 

And happiness. 
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My beech, once a forest in itself 

That shut out sky and clouds, 

Is now a torn, ghost-like frame. 

Now through its skeleton boughs 

One seems to see Winter, 

But it is the heat, it is the heat and the drought. 
Ruined flowers, thirsty butterflies, 

Dying trees, and dry ditch 

Are all God’s work. 


Man 

Is not yet wise enough to understand 
Why God 

Wounds himself. 


MORRIS В. BLUMBERG, ОВ 
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Where Is God? 


ЕГ ЕА VES, sifting downward, 

KES Carpeting the hard, white earth, ry 
SS | Lie, ‘til dusted away. 

Against the etchings of bareness 
And quiescence of other trees, 
The loyal pines, alone, 

Hold their plumage. 

A frozen whiteness— 

The whiteness of a dying face 
Covers all. 

Has God turned His face 

To the other worlds? 


MORRIS B. BLUMBERG, 9B 
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Why? 


HY, while the day is bright, 
And you, old Sun, are here, 
Guarding and guiding this world, 
Do you leave when darkness is near? 
When the night is mysterious and quiet, 
And wise Nature sinks to rest, 
While yet foolish man lingers, 
Seeking to prolong the day, 
No guardian have we then, 
For you are gone. 
Why? 
Are you afraid, old Sun? 


m n 
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MORRIS B. BLUMBERG, 8A 
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Harvest Moon 


Fz НЕ harvest moon 

ДАВ) Hangs like a great golden globe 
ОД] From a jeweled bowl 

Turned over us. 


MORRIS В. BLUMBERG, ОВ 


YOUNG VOICES 


A Storm Approaches 


/NMIONOTONOUS raintears fall on the roof, 
ATIA From a darkening sky, 

|J] And naught breaks the lonely, dripping silence 
Except the wind's soft sigh. 


Now thunder rolling through the clouds 
Makes a hollow sound, 

Like roller skates on board sidewalks, 
Raised above the ground. 


Long, clutching streaks of white lightning, 
Like jagged, blazing daggers, 

Make ragged tears in the rolling sky, 

And the quivering air staggers. 


CHARLOTTE HEIDRICH, 7A 
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Incense 


THIN bluish streak 
From a small lighted peak е 
Arises. 


A sweet mystic scent 
From the distant Orient 
Enfolds me. 


Visions of Eastern splendor 
Of a haughty, lanquid emperor 
Come to me. 


ADELEEN BRODSKY, '7B 
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Mohammedan Prayers 


HEN the great sun tops the pyramid’s peak 
Every morning in every week, 

The Mohammedans greet the day 

| By bowing in reverence to pray. 


Y 
V 
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On a balcony of the tower the muezzin stands, 

And solemnly bows toward the sun-seared 
sands, 

And the holy city faces— 

The city of Eastern spaces, 


Then each one is sure no brigand’s raid 
Can harm him, for he has prayed. 
Though they pray, they merely 

Obey, and chant words, insincerely. 


RAY CLINE, 7A 
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Rain Children 


aap HEY RE dashing at the window pane, 
N| They're jumping on the sill, e 
у] They're diving into puddles, 


They just cannot be still. 


They're singing in the water-spouts, 
They're skipping 'cross the roofs, 
They're prancing down the alley 
Like fairy horses' hoofs. 


ELEANOR RAY, 7A 
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Storm 
{ A mr the lake Storm’s robe of black is sweep- 


b EA ба m his heels great, jagged sparks are 
leaping; 
He a the clouds as he comes rushing by, 
And sends them rolling down the hills of sky. 
As he roars on the waves rise high in wonder, 
And shatter as he howls his threats in thunder. 


ELEANOR RAY, 7A 
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The Silver Charm 


T NIGHT the silver moonbeams 

Slip down from the silver moon, е 
They dance оп the smooth, silver water, 

They dance to a silvery tune. 


They dance with a silvery lightness, 
Until the glow of the dawn. 

When the sun looks for the moonbeams 
The silver charm is gone. 


MAXINE AUSTIN, 8B 
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The Fairy Queen 


р <q HE fairy queen sups 
| L3 From the butter-cups 
OS | The sweet and liquid gold. 
| | She sits within 

The castle walls thin 

Of a pink rose fold. 


She wears a gown 

As soft as down 

Of the spider’s cloth; 

Her crown's decked with jewels 

Of liquid, pearl pools; 

She’s shod with the wings of a moth. 


MAXINE AUSTIN, 7А 
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Loneliness 


HIVERING trees, 

Bare trees, P 
Wretched in their bareness, 

Reach to God 

For love. 


Through the night 

In lonely bleakness 
They look toward God, 
Who alone, 

Remembers them. 


FRED GRAFF, 9B 
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Snow Dance 


NOW whirls 
Madly dance 
On a stage 
Of roofs. 


EA 


Frayed, 

By the whipping wind, 
They pirouette 

To the edge of the stage, 
And fall. 


FRED GRAFF, 9B 


[51 


YOUNG VOICES 


Morning Fog 


2a-)HE sun crept in among the shreds of rising 
mist. 
“AS J He sat upen the mountain top. 

He looked into a vast sea of emptiness below. 


Torn by the rocks of the mountain, beaten and 
thin, 

The fog to the deepest valley dim retreated; 

The sun, smiling triumphant, followed his de- 
feated ісе. 


JANE BOGIN, 7A 
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Snow Fall 
LOWLY, softly, silently, 
Es Eddies the snow. 
5d The wind 
Ripples and rustles wistfully 
In wisps. 


It whines wantonly 
Through the skeleton arms 
Of black trees. 
The snow sifts through the boughs 
And rests. 
A lacy coverlet 
Hides the sleeping earth, 
Transforming her gaunt bleakness 
Into a white beauty 
Of silence. 
FRED GRAFF, 8B 
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Snow 


AS]INOW 
Ue In the moonlight 
|| Sifts through the air like dust 
From a distant star. 
The snow casts a spell of soft silence 
On the air. 
It muffles the sound 
Of weary feet 
That trudge away 
In the night. 


JANE BOGIN, 7A 
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Terror 


HEN light is gone, 
Qd Апа naught but shadows live, 
The prehistoric fear 
mim crawling, creeping, 
Hidden things, 
Of eyes, alone in darkness, 
Of terrible claws, 
And tearing teeth 
Come reaching out 
To seize me— 
To blot out this Age of Steel, 
And make me primitive again. 


JANE BOGIN, 8B 


[19] 


YOUNG VOICES 


Moonlight 


OONLIGHT is a magic lotion, 
Bathing the world in silver light, 


Moonlight is a fairy wand, 

Painting pale scenes of grandeur; 
Tree shadows reaching o'er the pond 
Are of giant splendor. 


FLORENCE HASSINGER, 7B 
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An Elfin Feast 


CREPT to Elfin Hill one night, 

And saw an elfin feast; 

| The first course was honey soup, 
Flavored with spider web yeast. 

A leaf-cart drawn by a grasshopper horse, 
Brought in the minnow-steak course, 
It was placed on daisy petal platters 
And served by the firefly force. 

Tips of heavily saucéd grass, 
Dandelion wine, and creamed clovers, 
And acorn cups filled with maple sap, 
Made me wish for all left-overs. 


MARIGAIL STEWART, 7А 
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Jewels 


CH bowed blade 
Of slender grass, 
Each trembling rose, 


Is radiant 

In wondrous gems— 
Water—diamonds, 
Rainbow-tinted. 


JANE LEVEQUE, 8B 
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The Problem Solved 


RAY, where are the delicate maidenhair ferns, 
That waved in the summer breeze? 
Why, the fairies have taken them everyone, 
To plant in their garden, like trees. 


And where have the tinted bluebells gone, 
That silently bloomed in the woods? 

Why, the fairies have stolen them everyone, 
And slipped them on for hoods. 


ELIZABETH FLETCHER, 7A 
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Thunder 


SXIORSES hoofs 

S| Are pounding; 
gj Giant wheels 
Are rumbling 
On dusty roads. 


Somewhere 
A drum is booming; 
Endless feet 
Are tramping, 
And it thunders— 
Here. 
JANE LEVEQUE, 8B 
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In The Country 


WAYING trees, 

A busy brook, 

A barking dog, 

A struggling team, 


зе, 


Creaking wheels, 

A scolding wren, 
A noisy rooster, 
And toiling men, 
Call to the country. 


KENNETH SHIFFLET, 7B 
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Dawn 


Fe ІНЕ dews of dawn are on the grass, 
fei) The bird stirs in its nest, 

da.) Chanticleer is crowing loud, 

And the sun flaunts his rosy crest. 


As the sun begins his skyward climb 
Then we mortals rise, 

And drink the dew-washed, morning air, 
Beneath the sunburst skies. 


KENNETH STARK, 7A 
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The Moon And The Water 


IHE moon, 

ЭЕ Great satellite of the earth, 
Le | Shines like the light of a hearth 
On the water. 


The water, 

Like a placid mirror, 
Shows the satellite, clear 
As a jewel. 


BVA SMITH, 7A 
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The Willow 


WAYING with a swishing sound, 
Bending low to sweep the ground, 
Whispering with a softness, silence, 
Glistening with a misty dewiness, 
Stands the willow. 


In summer, in bright yellow-green, 
Now naked of its fringéd screen, 
Carpeted at its feet with leaves, 
Weeping softly, silently, in the breeze, 
Stands the willow. 


RACHEL BLUMBERG, '7B 


[28] 


YOUNG VOICES 


The Bird And The Sun 


1 WEE bird, 

| Herald of the sun, 
Came forth. 

| Brightly peering 
Into the spring dawn 
He chirped, 

And the sun rose. 


The wee bird, 

Weary from the day's 
Joys, 

Fluttered home 

To his nest, 

Sleepily. 

Into the spring twilight 
He chirped, 

And the sun sank. 


ROBERT CLARK, 8A 
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The Painter 


, THERE is a little artist 

Î Who paints in the cold night hours, 
3 Pictures for little children, 

Of wondrous trees and flowers, 

Pictures of snow-white mountains, 

Touching the clear, white sky, 

Pictures of distant waters, 

Where the pigmy ships sail by. 

The moon is the lamp he paints by, 

His canvas, the window-pane, 

His brush is the frozen snow-flakes; 

He glorifies winter's reign. 


HELEN WELCH, 8B 
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Spring 


LITTLE bit of blowing, 

A little bit of snow, 

A little bit of sowing, 

And tulips soon will grow. 

On every twig a leaflet will swing, 
On every tree-top a bird will sing. 


A little bit of sleeting, 

A little bit of rain, 

The blue, blue sky for greeting, 

The snowflakes come again. 

But every hillside some grass will bring, 
And winter days are changing to spring. 


HELEN WELCH, 7A 
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The Sacrifice 


JON OTONOUS beating of tom-toms 
ТГ] And savage, weird cries fill the air, 
Z] And on the sacred sacrifice-stone 

Is a glimpse of human hair. 


The tom-toms endlessly beat; 
Naked men thrust blazing rods 
At the writhing, tortured sacrifice 
Of their ugly, heathen gods. 


Appears the priest with charms a-clinking, 
And painted like skeleton bone; 

A death-dealing dagger in his eager hand— 
A thrust—and a life is gone! 


DOROTHY BRUBECK, 8B 
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In A Hindu Temple 


FLIGHT of peals, 

A hurry of feet, 

A hastening through aisles, 

A lamb’s plaintive bleat 

Forecast preparation for Worship. 


A rustle of robes, 

A chant of voices, 

An incense choked room, 
A silence of noises— 


This is the Worship. 


At the stone door 

The lepers wait, 

The people not minding 
Their leprous state. 

Is this Worship? 


DOROTHY BRUBECK, 7A 


[53] 


VOUNG VOICES 


Falling Stars 


ay NE happy night 

OK <4 The stars were like white asters 

ENJ With a diamond sparkle. 

Then, as if a child had clipped them, 
From their stems they fell, 

One by one. 

Where they went I know nct— 
Perhaps to the other side of the world. 
Where is the other side 

Of the world? 


© 
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DOROTHY BRUBECK, 7B 
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Ecstasies 


MUIBIFES of gasoline, and golden cheese, 

ТЫ] And old rose scents ladies wear to teas, 

Kee And the spicy incense of young fir trees 
Bewitch me. 


Frying bacon wakes me up; 

The fragrance of a coffee cup, 
And of honey like the fairies sup 
Aroure my sleepy wits. 


The muddled odors of Christmas eve, 
A mystic tinsely pattern weave; 

A fruit cake’s smell I would not leave, 
For it enchants me. 


The aroma of an old burnt match, 
Or a briar pipe, or a fragrant batch 
Of mother’s welcome candies catch 
My questing nose. 


MARTHA PEARMAN 8B 
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The Gypsy Dance 


TINKLE of music, a tambourine clinking, 
A flash of color and the dances begin. 

A maze of lights, and slowly dancing 
Amid a wildly clapping din, 

The gypsy glides. 


Dressed in a gown of flaming red, 
Beautiful and brilliant jewels she wears. 
Between carmine lips flash pearly teeth, 
And wearing a colorful scarf on her hair, 
The gypsy whirls. 


Wilder and faster grows her dance; 
Like an autumn wind is her whirl. 
Then with a wierd cry she sinks; 
Thus ends the dance of the gypsy girl, 
Dance of the ancient gypsy. 


MARTHA PEARMAN, '7B 
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In The Bazaar 


SILASHES of brilliant red and gold, 
31 Sashes and trinkets everywhere, 
As if a rainbow with its lovely colors 


| Had shed all its radiance there, 
Shine in the gay bazaar. 


Here, a colorful Spanish shaw], 
There, the Italians’ lovely lace, 
Irish linen in this booth, 

And here and there a painted face 
In the gay bazaar. 


Ladies arrayed in silken clothes, 
Bracelets and jewels on their arms; 
Japanese lanterns light the rooms, 
But wistfully outside asking alms 
Stands a beggar boy. 


MARTHA PEARMAN, 7B 
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March Snow 


AS |NOWFLAKES falling through the sky, 
5 Falling, falling, falling; 
|| Birds looking for crumbs of food, 


Are calling, calling, calling. 


Twilight falling o'er the earth, 
Darkening, darkening, darkening; 
A soft hush falls over all, 
Harkening, harkening, harkening. 


Drifting flakes through the silent air, 
Hovering, hovering, hovering, 
Falling softly on crisp, brown leaves, 
Covering, covering, covering. 


EDNA RUTH HOWLETT, 7A 
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The Artist 


haf |UTUMN is here— 
A The artist who paints 
SA 


s 
3 I3 


] The leaves all red and gold; 
The hills are his pallet, 

The winds are his brush— 

His pictures to summer are sold. 


Work all finished— 

His brush and paints 

With his easel he folds away; 

He covers them all 

With a wintry pall, 

And waits till the first spring day. 


VIRGINIA JACK, 8A 
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A Bird’s Day 


SLEEPY twitter, 

A flutter of wings, 
The sun is up, 
With all it brings. 


Happily winging, 
Voice full of song, 
Joyously singing, 
A bird soars along. 


A sleepy twitter 
Among the brown 
Of the trees nearby, 
And the sun is down. 


JULIA ASBURY, ОА 


[40] 


